than in the traditional novel or in a love story written by a man; or whether the subject matter involves relationships between mother and daughter, between daughter and mother, between sister and sister, friendship between women, erotic fascination of women for women or the strain imposed upon women caught up between motherhood and career. On examining relevant works by German women writers, we find that there is a clear emphasis on the mother-daughter and the daughter-mother relationship which, in the traditional novel (with the notable exception of Fontane's Mathilde Mohring) was almost always only a side-issue of the plot. Of decisive importance for the subject matter are narrative techniques that depart from mere description, techniques that incorporate confessions in both dialogue and monologue form, i.e. narrative techniques that are not preferred solely by women. It would appear important to me to underline this in order to ensure that Friedrich Schlegel's prejudice is not perpetuated when he recommended that women use the epistolary form in literature.
(And we know that due to the late emancipation of women in an already well-developed bourgeois society, it was not even a prejudice at that time.) It is noteworthy that the mother/daughter problem failed to appear in literature produced by women in the first post-war decade. This was certainly not because the return of women to their families after the stress of the war years and the post-war years had obscured the problem, but rather because the pressure of war and refugee experiences as well as the horror at the genocide which had taken place laid the emphasis on private and intimate experiences. A young generation without youth was tentatively testing itself in the partnership between man and woman, a situation which was new to it. Amongst women, Ingeborg Bachmann was the first able to shape feminine eroticism, whether she measured the unbridgeable gulf between woman and man in her play for radio, "Der gute Gott von Manhattan," or whether she very cautiously, but with a nervous sensitivity transmuted into language, displayed the challenging love of a young lesbian and in the end, the inevitability of the meeting of two women, Mara and Charlotte, in her story "Ein Schritt nach Gomorrha": She was free. Nothing seemed impossible. Why shouldn't she start to live with a person of her own nature? But now Mara had knelt down beside her, was beginning to talk, was talking and talking insistently. My beloved, you mustn't think-I'm sorry-I Charlotte thought: I don't understand what she's talking about. In such hours men's language had always given something which she could hold on to. I can't listen to Mara, I can't stand her words without muscles, these superfluous little words.
Listen Mara, if you want to know the truth. We must try to talk, really to talk to each other. Try. (But she doesn't want to know the truth, and then there's the problem of how to put this truth about us both. The words don't exist yet.) I can't comprehend what you're saying. You're too vague. I can't imagine how you think. Something different must be going around in your head.
My poor head. You must take pity on him, you must stroke him, tell him what he should think.
Charlotte started obediently to stroke Mara's head. Then she stopped. She had heard it before, not the words but the intonation. She herself had often talked on and on like this, particularly when she had first met Franz, and in front of Milan too she had fallen into this intonation, had gathered her voice into frills; he had had to listen to this sing-song completely lacking in understanding, she had babbled away at him with lips screwed up, the weaker to the stronger, her the helpless, the uncomprehending, him the comprehending. She had used the same weaknesses as Mara was now using towards her, and then suddenly had held the man in her arms, extorted tenderness when he wanted to think of something else just as she was now being blackmailed by Mara, was being forced to stroke her, to be nice to something else, so that this little burdensome animal should be shooed away. She Only after thirty years have I discovered that it was a witch sitting at her bedside every night. The child didn't dare to cry and didn't say anything the next day-only after thirty years. And when I think how I forced her at the age of five to take back a toy soldier she had taken from one of the neighbour's sons, to go all the way there on her own, to ring the bell, to confess her guilt (guilt!). Or how it was when she was thirteen and I took her to school in the country (because we were homeless) and then got back into the horse-drawn cart-which had been so difficult to get hold of-and heard the tap tap tap of her plimsolls on the asphalt of Nieder-Erlenbach and the imploring voice-take me with you. And I went on talking for the best, nothing but stupidity, and drove away, drove away. 2 And the second example:
In this thirty year old film, my mother suddenly appeared in the picture walking straight towards me. I was surprised at how beautiful she was and how frail. I We observe a tenderness of perception which the young reject with severity of feeling, as if they were not equal to being known by their mother, as if the affection behind the estrangement were painful: She began to run when she had covered half of the distance. The shadow of old mother GlauflUgel behind the wrought iron glass door gave her a choking feeling in her throat, a tightening in her hands: shortly she would be stretching her arms out to her mother, enfolding her in her arms. Her mother stooped down once more before opening the door. Whatever is she doing there, A new mirror on the wall reached up to the ceiling, the hawthorn in the front garden had grown, lilac climbing on the roof; nothing had changed. Glaufltigel didn't relate everything, nothing disquieting, she followed her mother's questions and answers, devoted her attention to her. Only once when old mother Glaufliigel asked her to say a "proper sentence in Italian" and Glaufliigel met her wish-words without sense, without context-and the old woman looked at her silently, did she feel the need to relate everything, completely comprehending the privation of her mother in a single moment. . . .
She found it unpleasant that she should cling to her mother, couldn't get away from her, allowed herself to be led everywhere, didn't go anywhere alone-and she didn't do anything to stop this. The Marums are standing at the garden fence said old mother Glaufltigel, they've been waiting a long time for you, they're peeping through the boxwood hedge. It was the same old thing. She crept up to the first floor under the roof; a crate of books which Ronnen had brought had still not been unpacked, she ran her hand over it. Everything was all too much for her, the customs in this house, unchangeable, she hit the wall with her arm. The old woman below beside the hawthorn, she was fishing little animals and leaves out of the fountain. Glaufltigel shrank at the thought of the next few days. She thought of leaving but rejected the thought immediately. Seeing the old woman had affected her too much. Your mother talks about you so much, old Glaufltigel had written to her, she says, if Johanna were here . . . your mother is not ill, but she no longer goes down to the river on her own. When you come to Germany go and see her.'
Here, in Birgit Pausch's description ofJohanna Glaufltigel's visit home after her divorce and a long stay in Italy (in Die Ver- marriage to a doctor, find it difficult to comprehend the divorce of their daughter and her beginning a new career in Italy; they are unable to hide their disappointment completely. The daughter, however, still cannot manage to accept the thwarted hopes of her parents and to counteract this with her emancipatory right to freedom; on the contrary, she is almost ashamed of it, remains caught up in girlish spite which makes her appear pitiless even though she knows better.
A similar experience is captured by Ursula Krechel in her poem "Meine Mutter" which (written after the death of her mother) confesses the breakdown of the generation gap, the cave-in of the walls of time, and which suddenly experiences the twinship, the agreement between woman and woman only to lose it again:
Ten days after her death she was suddenly there again in a dream. As if someone had called I was drawn to the window of the flat which we used to have. In the street there were four characters waving out of an old dented VW while one of them sounded the horn. The way friends in Berlin used to look about five years ago. Then there was a woman waving from the back seat: my mother. I see her first half hidden behind her new friends. Then I see nothing but her, as big as in the cinema, then her lean white arm on which, even in close-up, there is not a single hair to see. . . . I race down the polished staircase. At the front door I hear a giggle: Mummy, I call, but the next sentence fails to come. My mother is sitting jammed between two laughing boys. She hadn't been so happy for a long time. Are you coming with us? she asks. But there's no room in the car, I say, and look embarrassed through her silk blouse-she never wore anything like this when she was alive-and see her young girl's pointed breasts and I think I must call father. Then the motor revs up, the ramshackle door is slammed from the inside. At the front door I could have hit myself. I hadn't even noticed the number of the car.'
Another common theme is twinship and agreement also on the occasion of the daughter's first menstruation but nevertheless long On the other hand, a situation of being locked up in a predestined role within society can cause such a division that it is impossible for a mother-daughter relationship to arise. Elisabeth Plessen describes a family situation of this nature in Mitteilung an den Adel, which involves her coming-to-terms with her father on the occasion of his death: C. A. stands on the steps outside the front door, beside him Olympia, beside her, the manager, beside him, his wife, beside her Johannes, Augusta, Johanna, the children in striped socks and patent-leather shoes. The guests are standing behind them in the door. The last cart of sheaves to be brought in harvested draws up in front of the house, drawn by two horses. On top of the sheaves there are two farmworker women sitting, each with a large and a small harvest wreath in her lap. The cart is followed by a train of farmworkers with their wives. Many of them have brought their children. A crowd of a hundred. The cart comes to a stop. The two women climb down and take up their position in front of C. A. with hayforks on which two harvest wreaths are stuck. They look at him with embarrassment. The first recites her poem and then the second. Sometimes they fail to find the rhymes, turn red and lower their eyes which were staring before straight ahead at the wall of the house. They help each other out. Then it is over, they can move again. C. A. is presented with the 11 Drewitz: The Contribution of Women Authors to the Discovery of People of t Published by New Prairie Press great harvest wreaths with their multi-colour ribbons dangling down and they step back. C. A. voices thanks, says "we" and "us" and "our," says thank you to "all loyal friends" who have every year "helped" to bring in the harvest safe and sound despite the trials and tribulations of the weather and other difficulties. He offers thanks to God "in his name and in the name of his wife and children," then he thanks them. Out of emotion there is a catch in his voice and the atmosphere. The end of his part.'
A picture which by itself suffices to make understandable the sensitivities and perversions of unexpressed feelings and to explain why the daughter who had come to attend her father's funeral turns around shortly before her parents' estate. The estrangement between generations, between the parents and their daughter, between the widowed mother and the daughter, can no longer be bridged by the pre-determined ceremony of a socially appropriate funeral. The extent to which daughters are made to suffer because of the role in which their mothers are caught up can also be felt in Ruth Rehmann's novel Der Mann auf derKanzel, her extremely successful attempt to come to terms on the basis of her father's life with the lack of moral commitment of so many protestant clergymen in the Nazi era, their tendency to look the other way. The mother, the clergyman's wife in the role of the servant, the unobtrusive helper, invariably without any claims of her own, is incapable of saying "my," but at the same time she is a person who not only looks after her husband and children, but also helps to look after people of the parish: she is shy, insecure, but uncomplaining-almost cheerful but not quite cheerful, never totally relaxed. This is an impressive description:
The parents are very rarely seen together during the day. The mother's centre is the nursery, a wicker chair on the platform beside the window, a sewing table and a sewing machine. Here all the strings of the household greet. Did she like being a housewife? Later in the three-roomed flat in which she was alone after he died she left the dishes unwashed on fine days, sat out on the balcony, read, watched the tomatoes ripening. "My tomatoes" she said, "my afternoons on my balcony." In the parsonage at Auel she had never called anything "mine." The room which in fact ought to have been her room with her desk and His centre is the study. And this is the only room in which he knows his way around.
The precision with which he knew in his head the souls entrusted to him was equivalent to the vagueness of his idea of the house in which he lived.
Whenever the children want some fun they ask questions to catch him out: How many rooms are there in the attic? Which direction do the windows face? Then they let him guess; where is the shed in the cellar used for storing the garden tools, on the left, on the right or straight ahead? "Leave him alone," says mother, "How do you expect him to know that?" He pretends that he is sure: Of course he knows, after all, he lives here. But they never get a precise answer. As they had already known in advance: He hasn't the foggiest idea.
In fact he only uses things which are not in the study on fleeting occasions. He never plays head of the houshold. The tidiness and order which primarily serves his work, his peace and quiet and his well-being, he fails to notice. He never finds fault, praises where praise is expected, but without understanding. The arrangement of his things in the cupboards and drawers is for him a closed book. It is useless to expect him to look for a tie or a pair of underpants.
He has never understood the system. He never goes into the attic. And of all the cellars, he only knows those with the wine shelves. No matter how often he goes down, he never remembers that the first door on the right leads to the hen house and the second to the central heating. He doesn't know how the heating system works. If he had to operate it, the family would have to sit in the cold all the time. For the life of him he could never relieve mother of any work, although he offers repeatedly. Well meant; but never mind, she says.
The children watch him from the winter garden when hespurred on by grand designs-goes about digging to turn up the I tell you how right you are, yes, the magnolia blossom really smells of lemon; patiently I go through the signature marks in the book on porcelain and everything as if I were concerned. But most beautiful of all: when I allow you to be adult: give you the chance and cause to criticize me. There! I walk around like an unwashed monster. I run around in rags, the hem of my coat is hanging down, the lining in the sleeves is torn, ladders are running everywhere. In the presence of your horrified superiority I am happy: now I can be proud of you. Her voice is full of selfconfidence. She knows exactly how to treat me at this moment.
The grown-up children have plans for the evening which mother hasn't inquired about. The children will probably have told her about it, she thinks. She knows that she is a bit absentminded and tends to forget things. The children mention this to her; this is gentle criticism for her own good and that's the way she takes it, but she can't really concentrate very well. She simply does not listen with the same attention as father used to do.
It has nothing whatsoever to do with indifference. However, now she's taken a good piece of advice from the children and 15 Drewitz: The Contribution of Women Authors to the Discovery of People of t Published by New Prairie Press adopted one of father's habits: writing down plans and dates concerning the children in her diary.
Her daughter as always has told her too hurriedly and with too much emphasis what they are doing this evening. Emphasizing, repeating, hammering home lack of guilt: her mother will have considered it all unnecessary. All one needs to say to her is whether one has time for her or one has no time for her. Additional elaboration only affects her in so far as it adds to the story. She doesn't need the proof. She never doubts what the children say. It would never occur to her to entertain the suspicion that the children might want to go behind her back; in fact she would never entertain suspicion at all. Within the hard core of the family this would be impossible for her. Everything which might have to do with a guilty conscience is foreign to her. Her daughter has a guilty conscience when her conscience is not good enough in every direction of thought and feeling. To feel in a less radical manner is slovenly and impermissible. If only her daughter could LIVE in such a radical way.'
Here we see the double motherliness-that of the aging mother toward her daughter and that of the daughter toward the mother. And we see also the pretense of one toward the other, the knowledge of the rules of the game, the narrow line between love and irony, kindness and being "nice," the precise perception of one's own half-sincerity; an ability which is evident time and time again in women's writings: the fact that they include themselves without vanity in the certain knowledge that between woman and woman there can be no cheating, that the arts of seduction which women have developed in their jealous efforts to attract the attention of men are not needed; a knowledge of failure which women cannot hide from each other because they know the weaknesses of sons and men so that they possess a final triumph, a trust in their own patience even if they do not say "I," do not think in terms of "my." Sacrificial Rudolf's flat sounded of the sea. In the morning, in the evening, and, best of all, at night when the traffic subsided. The habit-forming noise was generated by a fountain in front of the house. Four water spouts, which projected out of a blueish greentiled basin. The tiles simulated the waters of the Adriatic, at least cleanliness. In the summer, Valeska's son could not pass by without paddling in it. On hot days, apart from children, young and elderly people also went for a paddle. Middle-aged people, who were no longer able in an unconcerned manner to rely on charm and were not yet able in an unconcerned manner to rely on indifference, refrained from the pleasure. Valeska refrained.
Could Valeska's second marriage have been her expressed wish? After all, she had lived wonderfully relaxed along with her son since her divorce had officially permitted her to bear all the worries of life alone. Valeska suffered from an extreme aversion to practical regulations and pieces of advice when they were offered by people who were not practically active. She strictly refused to acknowledge their competence. Preferably by remaining silent. For which reason Rudolf considered her hate of patriarchal states to be only slight, not doing any damage to the beauty of her appearance. Rudolf had rented a flat in a house known as the "Stossburg," situated at the junction of Friedrichstrasse. The strange face, which had appeared to Valeska on her way home, had followed her there. And she was unable to shake it off, no matter how hard she tried. And it was totally out of place in a shared flat.
Because Rudolf was used to housewives."
The conclusion of Irmtraud Morgner's long narrative about the emancipation of women, which she develops with a clever and witty mixture of fairy tale and truth, is that nothing much has changed-yet.
The fact that it is not enough just to run away from men in order to find intimacy among women, to cope with twice the amount of workcareer and work in the family-is not lost on those women who try to do both jobs. In Maxie Wander's report, based on conversations with women with various professions in the GDR, Guten Morgen du Scheine (Berlin: Aufbau, 1976), we immediately notice the instinctive contact with reality on the part of those women who do not forget the number of strings with which they are tied down by men whom they have to leave: by children, the home, the wish to make things a little cosier, friendlier and more cheerful; by the natural desire not to be outstripped in their career. They represent a twofold stress, but also a twofold ability for observation. In my own novels I have tried to show both, and also to see the divisions between the generations and their experience and to draw conclusions, because it is women in particular who are able to recognize these factors. This is because their ability for patience is even more intact than that of men, because they are not, unlike their partners, bound to specific functions (cf. Ingeborg Drewitz: Gestern war heute-hundert Jahre Gegenwart and Wer verteidigt Katrin Lambert? [Dusseldorf: Classen, 1974 /1978 of having been laid down by law it is still only a claim), to introduce into society these talents-talents long subdued and albeit not publicly developed but nevertheless talents, to interpret the causal relationships of developments, not only rationally but also emotionally, and to reorder the values of highly industrialized societies? It is important to realize that women writers have refined the traditional image of the woman; that the "great beloved" and the "ecstatic partner in love" do not occupy such a significant place as supposed by men, in spite of subtle love scenes, uncommonly open descriptions of women's sexual experience; that women are consciously emerging with great curiosity from the situation of being an object, and listening to their own bodies, exploring, but without narcissism; that they are much more sober in their judgements and that their bodies know desire and rejection-a fact that makes them unsuitable for consideration as an object; that they are discovering superiority and are at the same time underprivileged, because the discovery of women, mother and daughter helps them to recognize themselves. This is probably the reason why women writers, no matter how committed they may be, do not join in the feminist war cry but instead reject the patriarchal family in favour of generation gaps and breaks, revealing barriers of language and experience in order perhaps to subvert them.
No mention at all has been made in this article of the command of all the techniques of writing that the prose of the twentieth century offers, the playfulness which keeps form and language constantly in vibration. No traditional narrative in the imperative-and if this form is then employed, for example by Irmtraud Morgner, for the purpose of demonstration, or by Birgit Pausch, to contrast levels of experience, or by Ingeborg B achmann to make the depths beneath the flow of narrative, then its force appears all the more appalling.
Still, we are not confronting a new prose of the sort that was attempted by Gertrude Stein, but which remained an experiment in language. The reason is evidently that the pressure of experience as yet unredeemed would appear too strong, since women writers have finally been able to disperse the clichés about the women that literature has continued to generate. We have, therefore, not a feminist war cry, but a contribution to the discovery of people of the female sex. 
